360                    CONGO    SONG
later. All the time he would be sending things... fragments,
pieces. He might even get over there to coordinate them one
day; if not, someone else could do it.
Nothing was of value till it was stated. A thought was use-
less. How much knowledge had been lost because the original
thought had escaped the thinker; had not been put down!
Thought begot thought. The idea stated might be foolish,
might serve no apparent purpose, but someone reading it
might take it farther: develop it from a fragmentary idea
into a composite whole. The very thing that had been deemed
negligible might be the missing link to a chain that some
other man had formulated. A tree must spring from a seed.
Those who had seeds, it seemed to him, even if many of them
were sterile, should sow them. Then at least they had done
their best. Others could carry on where they had left off; or
need not. The responsibility lay less with those who wrote
than with those who refused to write.
c... Men are gregarious/ he wrote: cas gregarious as
horses. Separate one horse from the troop and it will en-
deavor to return to it. Kill one and the others will gallop
away, but suffer no regret. Man likes to be with other men,
but he does not love them; what he loves is the proximity of
others, the implication of security they give.
'Today is an example of this. The return of the professot
and Retief; Marais5 coming; Bentinck and Wilson no doubt
on their way.'
He stopped writing. He had better go over to the house
and see Marais. He might have news... I'll go at once, he
thought He picked up the pistol from the bed. They might
try it; put up a can and shoot at it. He broke the gun. It was
loaded. And the professor had some forty-five ammunition.
He was hardly out of the house when he heard a scream and
a shot. Was Congo out of control? One day he had known it
must happen; he had warned Olga. More screams. They
were human. He began to run. He dashed through the door